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DEDICATION 


TO  MY  MOTHER 

THOUGHTS  long  adrift  upon  the  pulsing  air 

Beat  vainly  at  the  Throng's  untuneful  ears : 

(Earthbent,  earthbound,  with  naught  but  Earth  their  care, 

Yet,  when  Earth  sings,  the  Throng  no  music  hears). 

But  after  many  days  perchance  appears 

One  listening  soul,  and  from  the  tumult  drains 

The  unheard  harmony,  whilst  eloquent  years 

Burn  on  his  lips  and  fill  with  fire  his  veins.  .  .  . 

What  wines,  distilled  from  immemorial  pains, 

Shall  be  your  portion,  then,  whose  infinite  heart 

Echoes  the  sea's  heart  past  the  perilous  plains  ? 

O  Love,  what  messages  shall  love  impart 

Only  to  Love,  with  Death  a  thin  far  sound 

Threading  like  silver  rivers  underground  ? 
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SEA  MOODS  FROM  INLAND 


No  longer  mirrored  in  calm  lakes  my  thought 

Drifts  idly,  for  mine  eyes  have  known  the  Sea  : 

Have  watched  Day  mingle  with  Eternity 

Afar  on  the  horizon,  till  it  wrought 

A  miracle,  and  where,  all  wonder-fraught, 

Trembling  I  gazed,  beheld  Divinity, 

Surf-risen,  Aphrodite-fair.  ...  Ah  me  ! 

Was  that  the  foam-spray  whose  white  kiss  I  caught  ? 

Was  that  a  tear  I  felt  ?— a  touch,  at  best  ? 

Perhaps  it  was  a  dream  I  dreamed  too  well ; 

But  now,  when  sudden  tempests  rock  the  West, 

The  far-off  ocean  clamours  like  a  bell, 

These  hills  curve  restlessly  as  Undine's  breast, 

(And  thought  throbs,  like  the  heartbeat  of  a  shell).  . 


II 

The  prairie  stream's  continuous  silent  flow 

As,  channel-bound,  it  frets  its  banks  to  leap 

Into  the  Ocean's  arms — yet  still  must  creep 

Its  level,  arid  way — once,  long  ago, 

Rushed  with  a  sound  the  restless  sea-tides  know 

And  murmur  in  their  far-remembering  sleep  ; 

But  endless  droughts  forever  now  do  keep 

That  deep  voice  hushed  and  those  wild  pulses  slow. 

There  comes  the  whisper  of  a  soul's  desire 

(Old  as  the  Ocean's  sorrow-sated  sigh), 

That  once  uplifted  hopes,  and  did  aspire, 

Then,  after  many  days,  sank  silently : 

(But  how  the  muffled  currents,  from  the  mure, 

Move  to  each  seaward  breeze  that  wanders  by  !)  .  . 
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ONE  DAY  AT  DUSK 

ONE  day  at  dusk,  in  a  pale  candle's  glow, 
You  will  sit  dreaming  of  the  songs  I  sung 
In  praise  of  you  when  you  were  fair  and  young, 
Before  Life's  lights  began  to  flicker  low, 

And  musing  thus,  mayhap  the  tears  will  flow 
That  I  am  gone,  and  suddenly  your  tongue 
Will  move  to  murmured  love-words  that  have  clung 
From  rhythms  that  you  were  deaf  to,  long  ago. 

For  Age  will  have  forgot  Youth's  empty  pride, 
And  needs  must  weep  those  buried  days  once  more 
And  all  the  ungarnered  sweetness  that  they  bore. 
Nay,  weep  not  !     I  was  mortal,  and  I  died, 
But  Love  forever  in  my  songs  shall  bide, 
Wing-tipped  with  passion's  crimson  as  of  yore  ! 


WHEN  YOU  ARE  IN  THE  WINTER  OF  YOUR 

DAYS 

WHEN  you  are  in  the  Winter  of  your  days, 
And  these  my  songs  of  you  have  all  been  sung, 
Perchance  the  hearth-fire's  solitary  blaze 
Will  kindle  thoughts  of  days  when  you  were  young  ; 
Days  when  my  songs  enwreathed  you  like  Spring  flowers, 
Which  you,  alas  !  tossed  careless  to  the  cold, 
Foreseeing  not  the  long  and  lonely  hours 
When  Beauty's  self  must  wither  and  grow  old  : 

Ah  !  then,  perchance,  some  melody  from  the  Past 

Will  stir  you  tardily  to  tenderness, 

And  you  will  wish  me  near  you  at  the  last, 

That  my  wan  lips  might  warm  to  your  caress  ! 

Think  of  all  this,  while  yet  Spring's  rose  blooms  red, 

And  let  me  not  sing  on,  uncomforted  ! 


EMBARKMENT 

USELESS,  and  cast  like  seaweed  on  the  shore, 
Where  children  yet  may  find  it  in  their  play, 
Lies  my  discarded  Book  of  yesterday 
(Of  yesterday,  and  all  that  came  before)  ; 
And  only  yesterday,  I  prized  it  more 
Than  nun  her  missal  when  she  goes  to  pray, 
And  thro'  its  pages  let  my  fancy  stray 
'Mongst  dim  enchanted  realms  of  love  and  lore. 

And  often,  with  eyes  kindling  from  the  tale, 
I  seemed  to  view  strange  pageantries  unfurl 
Bright  phantom  banners  in  a  phantom  breeze  . 
But  that  is  past ;  and  now,  tumultuous  seas 
Shout  to  the  far  horizon,  and  I  hurl 
My  ship  upon  the  waters,  and  set  sail. 


ANNIVERSARY 

I  PLEDGE  you  not  in  laughter  nor  in  wine ; 
No  sumptuous  feast  before  you  do  I  set 
On  this  sweet  day  of  days,  when  all  are  met 
To  give  you  of  their  choicest ;  and  I  twine 
About  your  brow  no  wreath,  nor  strive  to  shine 
In  gorgeous  robe  and  gala  coronet ; 
Upon  your  path  I  fling  no  flower,  nor  yet 
Amid  soft  music's  incense  hail  you  mine. 

I  cannot  trust  my  message  unto  these — 
I  cannot  fold  my  heart  in  fading  flower, 
I  dare  not  set  my  thoughts  to  melodies 
That  speak  the  language  of  a  passing  hour  : 
Only,  I  lift  to  God,  on  bended  knees, 
The  echo  of  His  benedicites. 


APRIL   PASSION 

BUT  yesterday,  but  yester-afternoon, 
Came  sudden  April,  like  a  wild  bird  straying, 
Young  April — and  the  old  words  you  were  saying 

Rose  empty  like  the  hollow  midday  moon, 

Fell  empty  like  your  hands  that  leapt  too  soon 
To  mine,  for  oh  !  my  heart  was  fled,  a-Maying.  .  . 
But  look  !  to-day,  the  fickle  skies  are  graying 

And  you  are  far  away  from  me  as  June.  .  .  . 

And  I  am  desolate  and  very  lonely 

(With  April  like  a  drowned  bird  at  the  pane), 

I  do  not  fret  for  aught,  save  for  this  only  : 
For  just  the  little  moon's  face  thro'  the  rain, 

To  light  me  back  to  where  my  heart  lies  pronely 
Waiting  to  warm  her  frosty  hands  again.  .  .  . 
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TIDES 

How  can  this  be  ?  ...     The  very  elements 
That  held  us  in  their  grasp  inextricate 
Conspire  now  against  us,  and  the  weight 

Of  those  great  tides  whose  rushing  vehemence 

Moulded  of  two  souls  one  magnificence 
Flings  one  ashore,  victorious,  elate — 
And  one  it  overwhelms  .  .  .  We  separate  ! 

You  know  not  I  must  drown,  whilst  you  swim  hence. 

Buoyed  high,  you  pass — I  sink  .  .  .  How  can  this  be  ? 

How  could  my  hand  lose  yours  it  held  so  long  ? 
The  shore-lights  gleam  for  you.     For  me,  the  sea.  . 

Will  you  return,  aweary  of  the  Throng 
And  strew  small  flowers  on  the  foam  for  me  ? 
Will  you  remember,  when  the  tides  run  strong  ? 


I7  B 


SOLITUDE 

0  SOLITUDE,  we  see  your  grace  depart, 
Receding  from  a  world  that  throbs  and  teems, 
Where  no  place  is  for  silence,  and  men's  dreams 
Are  plucked  and  piled  like  poultry  for  the  mart  ! 
In  the  rude  elbowing  throng  your  spacious  art 
Becomes  a  secret,  like  the  Gothic  gleams 

Of  ancient  pigments.     From  these  sweats  and  steams 

1  fly  to  convents,  for  you  tempt  my  heart, 

As  Thais  lured  the  monk,  at  once  repelling 
And  enticing  ;  only  Trappists,  then, 
Remain  to  you — for  nuns  pause  in  the  telling 
Of  beads,  and  wonder  at  the  shouts  of  men 
That  pierce  the  very  ruins  of  your  dwelling 
While  new  gods  crowd  like  herds  within  a  pen. 


TREES 

A  DISCORD 

FOR  me,  I  am  out  of  tune 

With  the  trees,  and  their  new  leaves'  light  laughter  ; 

That  callous  and  evanescent 

Murmur  of  clustering  mirth 

Annoys  my  sick,  hermitaged  soul, 

And  pelts  mocking  sounds  at  its  walls 

As  urchins  might  toss  careless  pebbles. 

Was  it  a  year  ago,  only, 
I  was  in  love  with  their  laughter, 
And  all  their  fantastic  green  faces  ? 
(O  maddening  likeness  and  difference  ! 
Was  it  a  year  ago,  only  ?) 

I  shall  go  forth  ;  surely,  one, 
One  sturdy  maple,  one  oak, 
One  among  all  the  trees 
Remembers  its  last  year's  nest  ? 
One  is  aloof  from  the  whirr 
Of  transient  new  wings,  of  new  tribes  ; 
One  flings  its  arms  to  flown  joys 
And  hugs  secret  songs  to  its  silence  ! 

I  shall  catch  hold  of  the  grass 
And  let  its  cool  fingers  console  me 
(Grass  that  weaves  tapestried  shrouds 
Over  gaunt  graves)  while  the  boughs 
Taunt  me,  and  shake  their  sleek  sides, 
Purring  their  annual  platitudes  : 

"  Remembering  and  regret 
Are  frost  on  the  dry  lip  of  Age  ; 
Only  the  barren  tree 
Cradles  an  empty  nest, 
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Only  the  Autumn  tree 
Shadeless  and  comfortless ! 
The  words  of  the  music  of  life 
Are  sweetest  in  Springtime  " — 
(God  help  me!) 

/  am  the  tree  bereft, 
Stark  against  sunlit  skies, 
Listening  for  dead  songs 
Here,  where  the  perished  warmth 
Clung,  and  my  sapless  arms 
Are  haunted  eternally. 

For  me,  I  am  out  of  tune 

With  the  gamut  of  growing  things— 

With  birdlife  and  budlif e,  and  all 

The  trees,  and  their  new  leaves'  light  laughter 
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HELIOTROPE 

IN   MEMORY 

THERE  will  be  many  hearts  bewildered  now 

That  you  have  left  us  ;  many  will  there  be 

Struck  desolate,  like  lightning-blinded  trees, 

In  the  wide  spaces  where  your  genius  dwelt ! 

Deserts  will  spread,  where  once  men's  souls  grew  high 

And  fruitful  near  you — there  will  be  tears,  tears, 

Unnumbered  (you  will  still  be  lingering 

Close  to  their  echo,  you,  the  very  ear 

Of  life's  fine  ecstasies  and  inner  rhythms). 

And,  listening,  how  can  you  choose  but  hear 

This,  the  obscurest  of  the  tears  that  fall  ? 

You  whose  keen  light  shone  thro'  men's  walled  minds 

And  made  them  windows.  .  .  .  Wheresoe'er  you  be, 

These  churchly  requiems  shall  not  avail 

Utterly  to  crowd  your  heart,  nor  drown 

Voices  that  come  to  greet  you  (faint  and  far 

Murmuring  voices  of  long,  lazy  tides 

From  the  West  margin  of  a  younger  world). 

I  think  you  catch  the  sigh  of  Monterey's 

Soft  little  winds  that  stirred  those  ancient  cedars — 

While  the  slow  dignitaries  pray  and  circle 

And  you  lie  hidden  smiling  'neath  your  wreaths  ; 

I  think  the  incense  and  the  heavy  flowers 

Do  not  avail  (cold  lilies,  like  long  deaths), 

So  different,  the  little  flowers  you  loved 

At  Monterey — the  dimpling  periwinkle, 
And  heliotrope,  empurpling  the  silk  airs, 
Deep-drenching  heliotrope,  alone  that  brought 
Oblivion  to  tinge  your  shoreless  dreams — 
Tho'  the  magnolia  lowered  its  white  stars, 
And  ripe  gold  suns  dawned  in  the  orange  trees  ! 
Forgotten  for  awhile  the  rhododendrons 
Of  murky  England,  while  the  exotic  breath 
Of  Calif  ornian  beauty  burned  and  burned, 
Touching  the  grey  cheeks  of  the  startled  years 
With  magic  momentary,  and  immortal ! 
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Son  of  the  North,  swayed  by  those  exquisite  rhythms, 
Of  seas  semitropic,  and  tremulous  answering  moons  ; 
Quester  of  Life,  you  have  passed,  and  the  colourful  world 
Fades  for  sheer  lack  of  your  light,  as  when  lengthening 

night 

Autumns  the  skies,  and  we  cry  out  for  Yesterday — 
Fades,  like  the  eyes  of  dead  friends.  .  .  . 
And  yet,  like  friends'  faces, 

Here  at  the  last  see  !  are  smiling — they  that  long  since 
Perfumed  your  winter — these  little  flowers  you  loved  ; 
The  heliotrope :  (I  think  their  unforgetting 
Spirit  must  pierce  the  swooning  air,  and  find 
A  way  to  clasp  you  as  you  tread  the  dusk)  .  .  . 
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MY  FIREFLY 

A  SPIRIT  armed  with  light — you  flamed  across 
The  folded  darkness  of  my  wanderings 
And  seemed  to  stir  dead  airs  with  lucent  wings 

That  vanished  in  the  thick  leaves  and  the  moss. 

No  lingering  ray,  no  glimmer  lights  their  wake, 
And  yet,  I  do  not  stumble  as  before  ; 
The  mire  still  chokes  my  steps,  mine  eyes  are  sore 

With  lifelong  seeking,  and  their  dull  lids  ache  : 

But,  in  that  moment,  how  the  path  shone  plain  ! 
How,  in  that  transient  gleam,  Love's  flying  face 
Beckoned  me  starward,  with  such  promised  grace 

Of  wings  that  touched  and  fled — to  touch  again  ! 


A  MEETING 


THERE  came  a  moment's  infinite  slow  beat 
When,  face  to  face,  we  saw  the  faded  years 
Blossom  incredibly  beneath  our  tears 

And  while  our  stumbling  lips  strove  to  repeat 

Long- withered  words  that  bloomed  again  to  greet 
A  rapture  less  remembered  than  old  fears 
There  came  an  instant,  struck  like  light  from  spears, 

When  we  two  met,  who  nevermore  shall  meet.  .  .  . 

And  you,  who  are  the  exquisite  small  name 
Carved  on  the  tomb  of  all  youth's  memories, 
Leapt  upward  thro'  the  darkness,  and  your  flame 
Laid  heavier  the  darkness  on  mine  eyes  ; 

And  then  once  more  the  cynic  sunlight  came 
And  woke  me  blindly  to  day's  old  surprise. 
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VALUES 


YOUTH-BRIMMING  lips  that  curved, 
And  weary  eyes  that  waited 
Amid  the  crash  of  music 
Around  hot  tables  : 
Why  do  they  trouble  me 
To-day  in  my  quiet  gardens, 
Here  where  fresh  swaying  petals 
Caress  the  jaded  breezes, 
And  honey-heavy  bosoms 
Implore  the  sated  bee  ? 
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Why — when  the  chanting  birds 

From  hidden  cloisters 

Colour  the  air  with  songs  like  ribbons  thrown 

From  wooing  tree  to  tree — 

Do  I  sit  listless,  with  remembering  pencil 

Sketching  a  face,  half-glimpsed  upon  the  street  ? 
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No  other  soul  there  is  in  all  this  place 
Beside  myself  and  you. 
Can  lost  ship  floating  on  forgotten  seas 
More  isolate  be  than  you  and  I  are,  here 
Where  myriad  faces  foam,  and  surfs  of  men 
Tower  and  sink  and  scatter  ?     Islanded 
Amid  their  infinite  murmurings, 
Ungreeted  on  strange  shores 
We  stand,  remote  and  silent, 
And  afraid.  .  .  . 
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IV 

Within  the  attic  of  an  ancient  house 

An  harpsichord  lay  dreaming  'neath  the  dust, 

Until,  one  afternoon,  a  curious  child 

Found  it,  and  drummed  a  tune  with  strident  fingers, 

And  was  well  punished  afterward.  .  .  . 

Thus,  too,  did  Fate  upon  a  soul's  fine  keys 

Jangle  a  crude  song,  cheating  innumerable 

Exquisite  unborn  symphonies.  .  .  . 

Poor  soul  (I  knew  her  once)  she  died  at  last 

Of  just  the  monotone  : 

For  there  was  none  to  punish  Fate. 


Down  cold  long  corridors 

Resounds  the  deafening  tread  : 

The  heavy  feet  of  Everyday, 

The  trampling  of  a  horde  of  Things. 

(How  is  it  that  I  hear 

Nothing  except  my  heartbeat 

Drowning  the  echo  of  my  Belov&Ts  whispered  word  ?) 


FRUITION 

WANT  them  again  ?     No  !  tho'  all  of  youth  be  fled  with  them, 
Youth  and  the  loves  that  lied,  faiths  turned  to  fears  ; 
What  should  I  want  of  those  restless  barren  years  ? 

(Oh,  the  bitter  and  the  sweet  that  are  buried  and  lie  dead 
with  them  !) 

Here,  in  the  blackened  fields  the  seasons  long  have  tilled 

for  me, 

Rich  is  the  loam  of  life,  a-tingle  with  the  Past ; 
What  if  Something  of  its  dreams  should  flower  here  at  last  ? 
What  if  my  soul's  empty  arms  should  suddenly  be  filled  for 
me  ? 
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PAGAN  WINDS 

OVER  the  grey  cathedral  spire  that  lifts 
Its  pointed  finger  to  an  unseen  goal 
Of  light  beyond  the  clouds,  the  tempests  roll 

And  angry  sleet  round  the  dim  belfry  drifts. 

But  here,  within,  the  roseate  casement  sifts 
Perpetual  sunset :  all  is  safe  ;  the  whole 
Of  Nature's  tumult  fades,  as  my  spent  soul 

Enters  to  seek  peace — choicest  of  God's  gifts. 

Seek  peace  ?  O  futile  quest !  for  even  now 
The  altar's  sanctuary  and  the  spell 

Of  ancient  chorals,  mock  my  mood — but  how 
The  storm  gods  beckon,  and  the  winds  compel 

Me  out,  and  set  their  seal  upon  my  brow, 

And  drown  the  flung  remonstrance  of  the  bell ! 
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KEATS 

LIKE  a  young  chorister  where  incense  rose 

From  fragrant  shrines  to  greet  a  sunlit  sky 

He  sang,  or,  strolling  fieldward,  silently, 

Half  dreaming,  half  intent  upon  the  close 

Of  daisy  petals  dusk-furled  in  repose, 

Or  musing  on  the  lazy  opening  eye 

Of  some  white-lidded  night-bud,  caught  the  sigh 

Earth  breathes  to  Summer  whilst  her  love-star  glows. 

Then  thro'  the  twilight  of  the  haunted  wold 
Flamed  his  own  star,  and  ere  it  fled  revealed 
That  hoard  eternal  of  unearthly  gold 
The  elves  once  at  the  rainbow's  end  concealed, 
And  deathless  music  (while  his  lips  grew  cold) 
Re-echoed  from  enchanted  founts  unsealed. 
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THE  HOODED  FORM 

AND  suddenly  that  towering  form  loomed  near, 

Divinely  dark  :  I  knew  him,  tho'  he  stood 

Muffled  so  sombrely  in  cloak  and  hood  ! 

I  knew  him  well,  and  yet  above  my  fear 

Leapt  wilder  longing  :  once  to  see  him  clear, 

To  read  those  baffling  eyes  for  ill  or  good  ! 

How  he  had  tricked  me — how  through  Life's  young  mood 

Had  flicked  the  taunt  of  that  eternal  sneer  ! 

I  said,  "  O  Death,  the  truth  before  I  go  !  " 

But  sudden  on  my  pillow  pitifully 

Fell  tears  :  (was  it  Life  weeping  for  me  ?     No, 

Life  shrank  away)  ;  the  hooded  form  drew  nigh, 

And  through  his  tears  the  eyes  of  Peace  did  glow, 

And  "  Look !  "  Death's  voice  soothed.    "  Look !  It  is  only  I !  " 


NIGHT  BRINGETH   COUNSEL 

I  HAVE  returned,  and  now  I  turn  the  key 
Upon  the  black  gate  of  my  yesterday 
For  all  the  night  long  have  I  been  away 
On  Wisdom's  quest.     Why  do  you  shrink  to  see 
These  new-won  scars — this  darker  brow  ?     O  be 
Not  sad  tho'  I  be  changed — for  none  may  stray 
Unseared  thro'  night's  vast  continents,  one  may 
Not  tread  the  burning  stars  unperilously. 

Yet  the  volcanic  plains,  the  steep  blue  height, 
Far  from  the  pleasant  alcove  of  these  years, 
And  the  fierce  furnace  of  the  molten  night 
Have  forged  new  strength  to  arm  my  paltry  fears  ! 
Courage  to  cling  to  laughter,  and  to  smite 
Unfaith  with  faith  unbounded,  nor  with  tears. 


AN  ILLUCID  INTERVAL 

I  THOUGHT  I  heard  the  laughter 

Of  Lydian  lovers 

Loitering  at  eventide — warm,  Pagan 

Laughter,  like  Earth's  was  once, 

In  days  when  she  uptilted 

Innumerable  fragrant  mouths 

For  Jove's  Olympian  kiss.  .  .  . 

An  ancient  echo  seemed  to  wake  the  walls — 

Voices  of  mythic  visions,  of  flushed  nymphs 

Reluctant  fleeing  brown  and  agile  fauns  ; 

And  the  faint  fall  of  gorgeous-petalled  roses 

Scattering  perfume  upon  curled  gold  tresses 

And  dripping  on  old  marble  paves  like  wine. 

Youth  called  from  all  the  vistas 

Of  long  Athenian  hills  ; 

I  looked  for  Tynan  scarves 

Purpling  the  olive  slopes, 

Folded  and  flung  like  banners  ; 

I  looked  to  see  where  Love  was — 

I  leaned  from  my  small  window, 

Leaned  out  and  smelled  the  city, 

Saw  dull  swarms  of  dingy  people.  .  .  . 

As  I  stared, 

Quaintly  the  humorous  sun 

Stretched  one  pale  finger, 

And  girls 

Lighted  the  street  like  flags, 

Fluttering  a  thousand  colours 

Over  the  flat  face  of  time  ; 

Smiled  at  my  blinking  alcove 

And  floated  on,  while  I, 

Turning  away,  saw  dimly 

The  disapproving  glance 

Of  my  old  secretary, 

Who  closed  the  window,  grumbling 

At  the  incessant  noise.  .  .  . 
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THE  SLAVE 

QUITE  vaguely,  he  remembers  still  the  time 

Before  his  term  of  slavery  began  ; 

Those  little,  rollicking,  and  rosy  years, 

When  freedom  leaped  before  him  like  a  faun  : 

(Yet,  truly,  he  was  bonded  even  then, 

Only  at  that  time  he  adored  his  Master). 

The  ball  and  chain  seem  heavier  to  drag  ; 

They  fasten  soul  to  Earth  ;  he  knows  his  pain 

And  dreads  his  Master  with  a  hopeless  dread. 

And  so  he  feeds  him,  and  he  gives  him  drink, 

And  grooms  him  splendidly  with  careful  hands, 

And  smiles  when  lordly  friends  admire  and  praise. 

Only,  at  night,  maybe — or  at  strange  hours — 

Hate  leaps  out  madly  from  its  stifling  cave 

(A  wild  and  primitive  thing,  athirst  to  kill — 

A  mute,  intelligent  thing,  whose  curving  grasp 

Reveals  no  weapon,  save  a  shining  mirror). 

.  .  .  The  Master  stirs  or  calls  .  .  .  and  habit  draws 

The  loathing  slave  back  to  his  sordid  task  ; 

Knowing  that  while  life  lasts,  so  must  he  serve — 

Hating  the  while  as  only  he  can  hate 

One  whom  his  inmost  soul  yearns  still  to  love, 

Fearing  as  one  most  fears  his  tyrant,  Self. 
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SONG 

IF  LIFE  WERE  ALL  A   GARDEN   FAIR 

IF  life  were  all  a  garden  fair 
Where  dreams  like  nodding  flowers  grew, 
Then  would  I  sit  a-weaving  there, 
Weaving  long  garlands  for  your  hair, 
Love,  endless  dreams  of  you  .  .  . 

And  they  would  be  of  many  a  hue  . 
Forget-me-not  and  passion  flower, 
Heartsease  and  bittersweet  and  rue, 
And  roses  fragrant  with  the  dew 
Of  Love's  auroral  hour 
(If  life  were  but  a  garden,  where 
My  dreams  like  flowers  grew). 
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HERITAGE 

I  COUNT  as  blest  each  soul  who  then  shall  live 
When  I  am  dead,  and  these  my  times  grown  small, 
Shrunk  to  a  handful's  dustheap  that  men  shall 
Deem  well  to  scatter — or  deem  worth  to  hold 
For  sake  of  some  small  glimmering  of  gold 
(Perchance)  that  'scaped  the  fineness  of  Death's  sieve. 

Each  soul,  for  whom  my  Future  shall  be  Past, 
And  my  dim  visionings  of  Things-to-be— 
Of  Love  enthroned  and  shining  changelessly, 
Peace,  and  free  lands,  unhungered  multitudes, 
(Aye — for  all  these  shall  be  but  platitudes 
To  him  who  lives  when  this  my  day  is  past)  ! 

He  shall  be  blest  as  I  myself  am  blest 

When  I  behold  the  ages  whence  I  came  ; 

The  unnamed  myriad  lives  that  gave  me  name 

And  tossed  my  being  blindly  from  their  surge 

High  on  Time's  peak,  where  many  paths  converge 

To  make  God's  hidden  altars  manifest. 


TWO  ROSES 

THE  dawn  is  sweet  with  perfume  of  a  rose  new-blown  to-day, 
But,  oh,  my  dreams  of  yester-years,  and  long  last-nights 
of  bliss  ! 

I  am  fain  to  have  my  withered  rose,  whose  perfume  died  away 
With  the  fading  of  a  moonlight,  and  the  ceasing  of  a  kiss. 
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AFFINITIES 

(LET  the  Tigress  alone  love  the  Tiger 
For  the  teeth  and  the  claws  that  can  kill. 

While  the  Nightingale  knows  but  the  heart  of  the  Rose, 
And  the  moonlight  that  sleeps  on  the  hill. 

Let  Ocean  call  only  to  Ocean 

That  hearkens  a  half-world  away, 
While  the  small  brooks  that  swell  in  the  Springtime  tell 

What  the  inland  breezes  say)  ! 


A  creature  of  moonlight  and  roses, 

Clear-souled  as  the  brooklet,  was  she — 

And  how  should  she  guess  Life's  tempestuousness, 
And  how  dream  of  cruelty  ? 

But  his  was  the  heart  of  the  Tiger, 
That  spurns  what  his  pastime  may  slay, 

And  his  was  the  glee  of  the  hurricane-sea 
That  blinds  erring  ships  in  its  play. 

(Yet  the  Nightingale  ceased  her  lone  singing, 

Forsaking  the  Moon  and  the  Rose. 
The  innocent  Brook  its  calm  sources  forsook 

And  fled  the  pure  clasp  of  the  snows). 

And  the  maid  left  her  True-love,  and  followed 

Wherever  her  new  lover  led — 
Till  he  left  her,  one  day,  seeking  mightier  prey, 

Nor  even  glanced  back  as  he  fled. 

For  she  was  so  tame  and  so  timid, 
Her  weak  voice  was  lost  'mid  the  roar 

Of  his  own  Tiger-kind — and  a  mate,  to  his  mind, 
Had  no  need  to  sing,  nor  to  soar  ! 
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And  what  of  her  love — her  life's  measure  ? 

A  streamlet  poured  into  the  tide 
For  a  little,  maybe,  to  assuage  the  salt  sea 

With  a  taste  of  the  mountainside  ! 

But  a  pause  comes  at  times,  in  the  moonlight, 
When  the  Rose  waits,  and  hill-breezes  stir, 

And  a  heart  aches  alone,  where,  forgiving,  wakes  One 
Who  loved  and  is  loyal  to  Her. 

(Let  the  Tigress  alone  love  the  Tiger, 
Let  the  Sea's  voice  respond  to  the  Sea's — 

Let  the  Nightingale  look  to  the  Rose,  and  the  Brook 
Heed  only  the  call  of  the  Breeze). 
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A  ROMAN  VASE 

GREEN  clay  ;  a  silver  fillet  round  the  brow  ; 

And  silver  eyes,  great  sunken  silver  eyes 

That  in  the  half-light  seem  to  be  aglow 

With  reawakened  gleams  of  old  surprise — 

What  ancient  shadows  did  your  slim  curves  throw  ? 

What  shrines  did  your  dead  roses'  perfume  fill  ? 

A  moment  since,  in  casual  overflow, 

A  water  drop  rolled  down  your  cheek,  until 

It  touched  your  painted  eye,  and  trembling  so, 

Became  a  tear,  that  seemed  to  stir  and  thrill, 

And  trouble  like  the  tears  of  long  ago. 

I  look  again — and  now  it  seems  as  tho' 

Some  new  Pygmalion's  hand  had  given  breath 

To  those  impassive  lips,  for,  issuing  slow, 

Pale  words  escape  (like  souls  released  from  death 

For  moonlight  respite,  till  the  dawn's  cockcrow). 

The  mystic  moment  vanishes,  and  lo  ! 

The  tear  has  fallen— yet  I  seem  to  hear 

The  echo  of  its  passion,  and  to  grow 

Strangely  akin  to  dull  things  that  hold  dear 

That  which  they  touched,  but  could  not  keep  nor  know. 


THE  BOURGEONING 

Yes  !     The  sentient  plants  must  know 
What  a  joy  it  is,  to  grow, 

When  the  Springtime  thro'  their  being  pierces  deep  with 

sunlit  darts  ; 

And  they  lift  their  heads  from  earth 
All  a- thrill  and  drunk  with  Birth, 

All  a-tremble  for  the  Summer  that  shall  open  wide  their 
hearts  ! 

O  !     The  wonder  of  that  hour 
When  the  bud  bursts  into  flower, 

When  the  Purposes  of  Being  (dull  and  blind  and  groping 

things) 

Cease  their  caterpillar-crawl, 
Find  expression,  one  and  all, 

In  glad  petals  thirsting  lip-like,  in  glad  leaves  that  throb 
like  wings  ! 

You  and  I  were  so  once — both, 
Stirring  vaguely,  and  (half-loth) 

Groping  blindly  in  the  darkness  for  so  many  lonely  hours, 
For  the  Springtime  came  so  late — 
We  knew  not,  it  did  but  wait 

To  surprise  us,  on  a  sudden,  with  the  glory  of  its  flowers  ! 


39 


THE  FAREWELL 

THE  moon  hangs  tremulous  above  the  sea, 

Like  a  great  dewdrop  on  the  night  empearled. 
The  darkness  folds  its  petals  round  the  world 

And  breathes  its  perfumed  peace  to  you  and  me; 

A  peace  that  seems  to  mock  our  deep  unrest, 
While  summer  stars,  with  lightnings  in  their  wake, 
Rush  headlong  into  space.   .  .  .  Soon,  dawn  will  break- 

(The  dawn  that  parts  us) — Hush,  Love  ;  it  is  best, 

Best  that  we  choose  this  stern  alternative, 
Best  that  we  go  before  the  Day  grows  real — 
Before  the  world  shall  wake,  before  we  kneel 

Imploring  what  the  world  can  never  give  ! 

The  Future  holds  for  us  not  happiness, 

But  all  that  cheats  the  heart  of  heart's  desire ; 
We  ask  too  much  of  Life,  when  we  conspire 

To  hoard  Love's  gold  away  from  Life's  impress. 

Joy  blooms  but  once,  Love  :  never  shall  be  moon 
Bright  as  to-night's  moon ;  never  shall  be  morn 
Bleak  as  the  morrow's  when  we  wake  forlorn 

(For  midnight's  mood  must  shiver  in  the  noon). 

Silence  must  fall,  where  Love's  voice  soars  and  sings — 
Yet  ever,  meshed  in  myriad  caging  cares 
Like  some  wild  bird  caught  in  a  fowler's  snares, 

Shall  this  thralled  moment  beat  rebellious  wings, 

And  we  in  dreams  alone  shall  set  it  free — 
Alone,  in  dreams  !    (One  last  kiss  ere  I  go.) 
Look  !     The  Dawn  threatens,  and  with  fingers  slow 

Dissolves  the  moon-pearl  in  the  bitter  sea.  .  .  . 


WHEN  LOVE  HAD  DIED 

WHEN  Love  had  died,  I  saw  a  cloud 

Enwrap  him  like  a  burial  shroud  : 

A  cloud  that  mocked  me  like  a  ghost 

That  lingers  where  a  soul  is  lost. 

But  when  the  tide  rushed  in,  it  fled 

Swift  as  one's  grieving  for  the  dead. 

The  bright  world  beckoned  in  its  stead  ; 

The  hands  it  stretched  me  gleamed  with  gems  ; 

Its  voice  outdrowned  the  requiems 

That  echoed  faintly  from  the  sea  ; 

Its  strength  was  as  the  strength  of  three  ; 

And  when  it  kissed  the  lips  of  me 

My  soul  laughed  out  at  Death's  wan  eyes  ; 

And  when  it  ceased,  I  was  too  wise 

To  weep  again  at  ghosts — I  knew 

My  eyes  deceived  me  when  I  drew 

My  curtain — but  the  looming  dark 

Brings  sudden  fancies.  .  .  .  Did  you  mark 

A  voice  that  called,  outside  my  prison  ? 

It  was  the  sea-wind  newly  risen — 

The  tide — perhaps  .  .  .  But  listen  !     Listen  ! 


BIRTHDAY  SONG 

EARTH,  that  was  glad  of  its  sunlight  and  flowers, 
Heaven,  that  joyed  in  the  stars  and  the  sea, 

Smiled  in  the  Maytime  .  .  .  then  (hour  of  hours) 
You — who  are  Heaven  and  Earth  unto  me  ! 

Summer's  a-thirst  for  the  west  wind  that  lightens 
The  burden  of  drought,  and  for  each  drop  of  rain  ; 

The  pilgrim  yearns  homeward  where  one  window  brightens, 
(One  light,  like  a  shrine,  thro'  the  dim  aisles  of  pain). 

So  do  we  look  to  you,  bringer  of  gladness, 

Need  you  and  bless  you,  O  strong  soul  and  true  ! 

Great  heart,  that  softens  the  world  of  its  sadness, 
Heaven  and  Earth  and  their  laughter,  are  you  ! 


THE'  GIFT 

"  COME — choose  a  gift,"  the  Vision  said, 
"  A  gift  to  make  Life  worth  the  living  !  " 

I  saw  the  radiance  he  shed : 

"  Give  me,"  I  cried,  "  the  gift  of  Giving 
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SONG 

MY   LOVE   IS   LIKE   A   DARK  TREE 

MY  love  is  like  a  dark  tree 

Whose  roots  grow  strong  and  deep  ; 
And  all  day  long,  protectingly, 
His  wide  arms  fling  the  winds  from  me 
Or  sift  the  sun-gold  gallantly 

For  me  to  catch  and  keep. 

My  love  is  like  a  King's  tree 

Royally  flourishing ; 
And  even  his  fallen  leaves  shall  be 
Rich  patterns  on  the  path  of  me, 
When  light  fades  from  the  utmost  sea 

And  birds  forget  to  sing. 


LOVE  IN  WINTER 

WHERE  sunlight  ever  glows,  in  tropic  climes 
Abundant  with  perennial  harvestings 
Of  hot-cheeked  fruits  and  brilliant  flowering  things, 
Half  bird,  half  bud,  that  sway  mid-air  like  chimes, 
And  where  the  rich  hue  of  the  skies  sublimes 
Each  day,  as  with  a  garment  Beauty  flings 
In  spendthrift  gesture  over  Time's  dull  wings 
Until  they  take  a  gleam  that  is  not  Time's  ; 

There,  on  this  day,  how  love  would  celebrate  ! 
How  garland-smothered  would  have  been  thy  gate, 
How  many-melodied  the  voice  of  praise  ! 
But  here,  where  Winter  clasps  the  cheerless  West, 
Come,  creep  to  my  small  hearth  as  to  a  nest 
That  I  have  built  and  kept  for  you  always.  .  .  . 
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DAWN  WORSHIP 

O  LOVE,  when  first  I  lift  mine  eyes 
Before  the  gradual  hand  of  day 
Has  folded  night's  grey  cloaks  away 

And  quenched  the  candles  of  the  skies, 

A  glamour  rests  awhile  on  earth, 

A  faery  spell  of  old  romance 

That  sets  Life's  withered  leaves  a-dance 
And  brings  reluctant  dreams  to  birth, 

And  with  sweet  balm  of  bygone  things 

Pours  peace  on  vanquished  hopes  that  were 
(As  once,  with  attar  and  with  myrrh, 

Men  bathed  the  bodies  of  dead  kings). 

And  on  the  eyelids  of  my  soul 
The  dusk  lies  like  the  living  weight 
Of  priestly  hands  that  consecrate, 

While  Fate  withholds  her  unfurled  scroll. 

There  was  a  time  awakening  meant 
Impatience  with  the  grudging  hours, 
That  held  in  leash  noon's  straining  flowers 

And  hoarded  silver  morns  unspent. 

A  promise  thrilled  in  every  ray, 
I  heralded  the  Sun  with  song, 
Ambitions,  prides,  ten  thousand  strong, 

Surged  round  the  oriflamme  of  Day  ! 

The  glory,  and  the  gleam  of  it 

(But,  at  the  end,  the  setting  sun ) ! — 
Twas  well.     Yet,  now  that  all  is  done, 

What's  dearer  than  the  dream  of  it  ? 

And  this  grey  hour,  when,  Love  of  mine, 
Your  face  leans  from  a  last  faint  star, 
While  over  all  we  were,  and  are, 

Dawn  broods,  with  pity  half  divine  ? 


AT  RAVELLO 

NEAR  old  Cimbrone's  cloistered  hall 

The  Campanile's  tower  stands 
Where,  high  above  Ravello's  wall, 
The  sun's  last  benedictions  fall 

Like  touches  of  God's  hands. 

The  Gulf,  a  thousand  steps  below, 
Licks  with  her  myriad  siren  lips 
The  shore,  and  lets  her  white  teeth  show 
(As  when  her  smile  drew,  long  ago, 
Ulysses  and  his  ships). 

We  gaze  from  out  the  Belvedere — 

The  statues  carved  of  stone,  and  I — 
And  thro'  the  vibrant  air  I  hear 
The  chime  of  church  bells  floating  clear, 
Far-flung  upon  the  sky. 

(The  statues  carved  of  stone,  and  I ! 

What  kindred  call  can  be  that  thrills 
Our  silences  ?     Shall  they,  too,  die 
Remembering  the  eternity 

We  dreamed  among  these  hills  ?) 

But  see  !    The  Day's  grey  web  has  caught 

Some  rainbow's  ribbons  from  afar, 
And,  suddenly,  the  tides  are  fraught 
With  mystic  moon-glints,  golden-wrought, 
And  presently — a  star. 

And  with  Salerno's  changing  tide 

The  old  walls  wake  and  beckon  me, 
Till  dreams,  like  scattered  pebbles,  glide 
Down  the  unheeding  mountainside 
To  that  Italian  sea. 
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HARBOUR  SONG 

THE  salted  breeze  that  frets  the  trees 

And  stirs  the  harbour-people's  souls, 
To  me  bears  hints  of  storm-lashed  seas 

That  chafe  on  distant  shoals, 
And  strive  to  mar  the  moon-born  star 
With  fitful  frenzy  to  stretch  far 

Beyond  the  skies  their  boundaries  : 
(The  sea  laughs  on  the  harbour  bar 

As  men  do  on  their  infancies). 

The  salted  breeze  that  sobs  of  seas 

And  whispers  of  dark  secrets  told 
When  inland  from  the  tempest  flees 

The  hungry  gull,  made  overbold — 
To  me  upwells  like  sound  of  knells 
For  sinful  souls,  or  tongueless  bells 

That  sway  with  untold  melodies  : 
(The  sea  creeps  to  the  harbour  bar 

As  old  men  to  old  memories). 


SONGS  OF  DEPARTURE 


FLOW  and  ebb,  ebb  and  flow,  f 
Only  two  ways  the  tides  can  go  ; 
Ebb  and  flow,  flow  and  ebb, 
Twofold  the  thread,  weaving  one  web. 


II 


Sky  and  Earth,  Earth  and  Sky, 
Little  things,  where  You  and  I 
Blot  them — gigantic  I  and  You 
(One  shadow,  that  must  break  in  two). 


ill 


And  was  it  best  so,  that  we  met  ? 
Days  there  have  been  not  to  forget — 
Godlike  and  infinite  days,  and  yet, 
Like  Gods,  they  are  departed. 
Was  it  not  meant,  to  drink  so  deep 
Of  joy,  when  torrent- wise  its  sweep 
Deluged  our  deserts — when  from  sleep 
We  woke  to  dreams,  new-hearted  ? 
So  brief  the  space,  so  brief  ! — 'twas  spanned 
In  the  mere  clasping  of  your  hand  .  .  . 
(And  one  day,  shall  I  understand, 
When  all  the  skies  are  charted  ?) 
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PLAYING  WITH  FIRE 

"  WHY  do  you  sit  with  ashen  cheeks  and  stare  into  the  fire  ?  " 
"  I  am  cold" 

"  Cold  you  were  not  all  these  weeks.  .  .  .  Lift  your  brown 
head  higher  !  " 

"  I've  grown  old." 

"  Play  again  our  merry  game,  let  your  red  scarf  fly  !  " 
"  /  have  played" 

"  Yes — like  to  a  mocking  flame  you  sported  laughingly.  ..." 
("  Unafraid.") 

"  Like  a  cinder  all  consumed  you've  put  your  brightness  by." 
((< Be  not  cruel") 

"  We  followed  where  the  fires  fumed.  .  .  .  Why  do  you  sit 
and  cry  ?  " 

("  /  was  the  fuel !  ") 


THE  STORM 

THE  storm  strews  its  long  wreckage  on  the  shore  ; 

The  avalanche  moulds  mountainsides  anew  ; 

Snow  spreads  a  desert  where  green  meadows  grew  : 
Each  season  carves  within  the  forest's  core 
Ringed  record  of  its  passage,  and  the  lore 

Of  Nature's  moods  is  written  clear  and  true. 

And  yet — beneath  a  sky  as  calmly  blue 
As  yesterday's,  the  world  moves  as  before.  .  .  . 

Unchanged,  and  its  familiar  face  serene, 
Unshattered  by  that  storm  of  yesterday's 
Which  rocked  my  soul's  foundations — while  my  gaze 

Meets  with  amazement  this  idyllic  scene 

Where  overnight  in  Chaos  I  have  been 
With  sorrows  memory  cannot  erase. 


REVEILLON 

How  swift  the  blow  that  smote  your  builded  years 
Like  to  a  rainbow,  shone  thro'  painful  tears 
Death's  mercy,  quenching  all  life's  lighted  fears.  . 

Yet  are  we  none  the  less  disconsolate, 
Piecing  the  ruined  past,  whilst  you  await 
Us,  clear  and  smiling,  at  the  outer  gate.  .  .   . 

What  crude  mosaics  of  old  days  we  keep  ! 
Tis  you  who  wake  to  wisdom,  we  who  sleep 
(Until  we  too  shall  waken,  whilst  men  weep). 


BEYOND 

OH,  where  can  she  be  hiding  now  ?     In  this  dim  place 
Where  round  we  throng  a- whisper — here  rests  her  quiet  face, 
Her  hands  lie  strangely  folded,  and  her  straight  gown  gleams 
Whiter  than  her  white  body,  longer  than  her  dreams. 
These  loud  psalms  richly  chanted,  these  prayers  slowly  said, 
Do  they  mingle  and  reach  out  to  her,  discover  where  she's 

fled? 
And  do  perchance  the  organ  chords  forget  their  thunder 

quite, 
Commingle  and  grow  small  like  songs  that  drift  out  with 

the  night  ? 

These  sentinel-like  candles,  that  guard  the  altar  damp, 
Will  they  seem  familiar  spirits,  warm  and  shining  like  her 

lamp  ? 
These  palms,  oh  !    will  they  bend    to    her,  these  funeral 

flowers  change 

In  friendlier,  new  places  to  greener  blooms  less  strange  ? 
And  the  faces  just  beyond,  will  they  not  smile  too,  till  the 

tomb 

Shed  her  radiance  toward  them  ?  .  .  .  Perhaps,  within  a  room 
Very  fair,  and  sweet  with  sunshine,  she  is  sitting  as  of  yore, 
Her  hands,  that  knew  not  idleness,  bestirring  as  before. 
Not  all  too  distant  from  her  friends,  and  starlight,  and 

Spring  rain; 
Not  all  too  far  from  little  things,  the  humble  things  and 

plain; 
Oh !    not   too  far  away,  dear  God,  from  all  she  loved  so 

much — 
Primroses,  children's  laughter,  and  one  brow  she  loved  to 

touch ! 
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TEARS 

CLOSE  thine  eyes  and  cease  to  weep  ! 

There  is  none  to  heed  thy  cries  ! 
Hush,  my  heart,  and  hide  in  sleep 

All  thy  griefs  and  agonies  ! 

Comfort  there  is  none  in  tears 
When  their  bitter  torrents  flow 

From  a  source  whose  secret  fears 
No  divining  soul  can  know  : 

Tears  are  like  the  summer  rain — 
Rain  which  only  can  be  blest 

When  it  finds  its  home  again, 

In  Earth's  warm  and  waiting  breast 
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SONG 

THE   KINGDOMS  AND   THE  CROWDS 

THE  kingdoms  and  the  crowds  acclaim 

The  great  man,  and  he  rides  his  fame 

As  ships  ride  waters.     In  his  wake 

Foams  history,  and  for  his  sake 

Men  die,  and  live — a  prince  is  he 

And  yet,  and  yet,  he  envies  me 

The  bliss  my  humble  heart  has  known  ; 

My  silence,  coloured  tone  on  tone 

With  one  dear  voice's  harmonies — 

And  my  small  life  built  out  of  these  : 

A  footstep,  and  the  rounded  kiss 

Of  Love ;  (What  worlds  he'd  give  for  this 
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CROSSED  PATHS 

TEARS  were  in  my  eyes  when  you  crossed  my  path  to-day 
(Oh  !  I  strove  to  hide  them,  when  you  said,  the  day  was 

fair) ! 

How  could  I  let  you  know,  how  could  I  dare  ? 
Deeper  than  ypur  pity  was  the  pool  of  my  despair — 

Tears  were  in  my  eyes,  as  I  held  my  head  away. 

How  could  I  let  you  know,  how  could  I  dare 

Strike  out  all  the  light  of  you  with  my  haunted  gaze  ? 
Wait !     I  shall  grow  strong  again,  one  of  these  days, 
Forgetting  the  beloved  mound  where  one  wraith  strays, 

(How  could  I  let  you  know  all  I'd  buried  there  ?). 

Wait !     I  shall  grow  strong  again,  one  of  these  days, 
Flame  like  Love's  sudden  blade  that  sang  before  it  slew  ; 
Only,  to-day,  with  my  dead  heart  so  new, 
Somehow  I  cannot  bear  the  shining  look  of  you.  .  .  . 

Wait !     I  shall  grow  strong  again !    Oh  !  let  me  go  my  ways  / 


CELTIC  HUNTER'S  SONG 

LIFE  !   But  you're  the  slippery  fox  myself 's  aflame  to  follow, 
Whipt  hound  with  the  broken  sides  and  bleeding    tho* 

I  be! 

Did  ye  think  I'd  drop  the  scent,  tho'  daylong  in  the  hollow 
Wounded  I  lay  ?     Whisht — darling — 'tis  your  red  laugh 
beckons  me  ! 

Love  !    But  you're  the  bugle- tune  can  set  us  all  a- jaunting  ! 

Master,  with  the  singing  lash,  the  whole  pack  leaps  to  you  ! 

Tis  yourself  can  speed  the  chase,  and  while  old  aches  be 

haunting, 

But  sound  your  challenge  down  the  breeze,  and  faith, 
we're  off  anew  ! 


ACROSS  THE  MOORLAND 

ACROSS  the  moorland  I  saw  the  Spring 

A-waiting  under  the  snow, 
The  Winter  spread  out  his  pale,  pale  wing 
But,  O,  springtime  was  listening 

To  the  white-toothed  winds  a-blow 
While  frozen  tears  fell  glistening, 

And  shivering  boughs  wailed  low, 
Thro'  the  long  nights'  wassailing. 
Yet  glad  was  my  heart,  and  I  joyed  to  sing — 

0  Winter  will  come  and  go  ! 

Across  the  moorland  I  saw  the  Spring, 

But  my  Love  had  fled  with  the  snow. 
The  Summer  spread  out  her  gaudy  wing, 
And  blossoms  clustered  like  birds  that  cling 

To  the  woodland  boughs  they  know  ; 
And  wooing  winds  were  whispering, 

Till  the  rose's  face  was  aglow, 
Through  the  long  days'  languishing. 
Yet  sad  was  my  heart,  and  I  wept  to  sing — 

0  Winter  will  come — and  go  ! 


THE  VICTORY 

i 

As  a  shadow  trails  the  light 
So  my  dream  fared  forth  one  night 
On  a  journey  to  the  palace  where 

love  kept  a  Soul  her  slave  ; 
And  beheld  the  dungeon  dim 
Where  Love's  demons  tortured  him 
In  the  bondage  that  was  guerdon  for 
the  services  he  gave. 

II 

But  lo  !     The  Soul  at  length 
Stood  at  bay,  vast  in  his  strength 
(For  proudly  on  the  throne  of  Self 

in  days  of  yore  ruled  he). 
And  while  Love  mocked  his  pain, 
He  snapped  her  mighty  chain — 
Rose  up  gigantic  in  his  will, 
and  smote  her,  and  was  free  ! 

in 

Then,  Lord  of  Self  once  more, 
Proudly  regnant  as  of  yore, 

Round  him  Self's  banners  fluttered 

in  glad  homage  to  his  throne. 
"  Usurping  Love  is  dead  ! 
Long  live  the  King  !  "  they  said 
(For  tyrant  Love  was  cruel  ere 
the  Soul  came  to  his  own). 

IV 

As  a  shadow  trails  the  light 
So  my  dream  fared  forth  last  night, 
And  heard  Love's  laughter  pealing  from 

her  palace  once  again. 
And  the  Soul  knelt  there,  betrayed 
By  that  traitor,  Heart,  who  prayed 

For  touch  of  Love's  withholden  hands — 
for  pangs  of  foregone  pain  ! 
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THE  NEW  YEAR 

WEAVE  laurel  in  among  the  roses, 

Hang  garlands  round  his  waiting  bier, 
Sing  loud  chants  for  the  dying  year, 

And  kiss  his  eyelid  ere  it  closes. 

Bid  farewell — but  not  forever, 
He  shall  rise  again  ere  morn  ! 
Only  his  twelvefold  garb's  outworn, 

The  heart  of  him  can  perish  never  ! 
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SONG 

OH  !    TAKE  YOUR  GIFTS 

OH  !  take  your  gifts  and  set  me  free  ! 
Empty  my  ship  shall  drift  to  sea, 
Leaden  the  cargo  that  was  gold, 
Heavy  the  corpse  of  kisses  cold, 
I'll  have  no  dead  thing  in  the  hold  ! 
Take,  take  your  gifts,  and  set  me  free  ! 

Take  all  you  gave  in  days  gone  by, 
These  faded  words,  this  look,  that  sigh  ! 
Lest  my  e'er-burdened  ship  shall  be 
A  derelict,  where  Memory 
Laps  the  wan  shore  of  ecstasy — 
Take  all  you  gave  in  days  gone  by  ! 
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SONG 

ROSES   WERE   NOT   MADE   FOR   SCORN 

ROSES  were  not  made  for  scorn 

Of  sage  or  passer-by, 
Nor  shall  ever  weed  forlorn 

Awaken  ecstasy — 
Buds  for  Beauty's  uses  born, 
Roses  were  not  made  for  scorn  ! 

Glimpse  of  Beauty  and  of  bliss, 
Velvet  mouths  of  flowers, 

Life's  heart  beating  in  a  kiss, 
Little  deathless  hours, 

Heaven's  high  towers  rest  on  this 

Glimpse  of  Beauty  and  of  bliss  ! 
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NIGHTMARE 

WHAT  meaningless  small  sounds  you  made, 

O  Soul  of  me,  last  night  ! 

Your  leaving  scarce  awakened  me 

Your  footfall  was  so  light, 

So  casual  and  so  calm  your  flight, 

And  never  a  farewell  word  was  said. 

And  never  a  look  was  yearned  to  me, 

O  never  a  glance  my  way  ! 

Dully  you  heaped,  soiled  fold  on  fold, 

The  rags  of  yesterday, 

And  limped  off  with  them  wearily. 

No  heavenly  wing,  no  light,  to  mark 
Your  path  ;  how  fled  you  so, 
Grotesquely  burdened  Soul  of  me, 
Fool  of  the  winds  that  blow  ? 
(But  I  awoke — ere  I  could  know 
You  faltered  where  the  dark's  so  dark.) 


THE  WANDERER 

Give  me  the  world  to  grow  in, 

And  let  my  domain  be 
Bounded  by  both  horizons 

And  reach  from  Sea  to  Sea. 
Forever  will  I  wander  !  " 

He  sang  aloud  to  Earth — 
(At  night,  he  crept  him  Homeward 

To  the  village  of  his  birth). 


SALVAGE 

I  TOO  have  crushed  life's  grape  until  it  bled 
Purple  enchantments — I  have  known  the  keen 
Edges  of  all  despairs,  for  I  have  seen 

The  tides  of  love  cast  up  their  flotsam  dead. 

And  now,  a  fugitive  from  all  emotion, 

Cleanstripped  and  free,  I  drift,  afar  from  all 
Whirlpools  of  passion — and  my  spent  heart  shall 

Rest  light  as  foam  upon  a  windless  ocean, 

Nor  care  how  crimson  be  the  lips  that  press 
The  beauty  of  your  brow — I  shall  find  peace 
In  good  gray  days,  in  sacrifice  surcease 

From  pain,  and  so  (perhaps) — forgetfulness. 


THE  DANCERS 
I 

DAYS 

MY  days  went  clad  in  rose  and  silver  hues, 

Silk-smooth  and  sleek  they  glided,  till  the  gray 
Deft-fingered  dusk  would  fold  their  sheen  away  ; 

But  This  day  limps  all  naked  and  abruise, 
Naked  and  bleeding  drags,  and  gives  no  heed 

That  here  such  tinkling  troupes  did  masquerade 

Who  now  in  lavender  and  musk  are  laid, 
And  empty  dark  brings  no  shred  for  his  need.  .  .  . 

II 

WORDS 

Your  words  gleamed  precious  as  the  golden  arms 
Of  dancing  girls ;    your  slender  white  thought  swerved 
To  melting  rhythms,  the  while  my  small  world  curved, 

Skylike,  to  cup  the  planet  of  your  charms. 
But  soon  came  silence  and  a  changing  age — 

Anon,  from  out  my  old  portfolio's  pile 

Your  letters  smirked,  like  fleshless  hags  a-smile 
In  cackling  chorus  from  a  creaky  stage. 
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THE   SUDDEN   SHADOW 

IT  seems  strange  Death  should  come  to  him — 

Life  was  his  heritage,  and  love  ! 
He  never  strayed  in  pathways  dim, — 

How  found  he  that  far  shadowy  grove  ? 
How  trod  he  fields  of  asphodel, 
When  'twas  the  rose  he  loved  so  well  ? 

He  heard  the  brother-call  of  Earth, 
He  wandered  far  in  foreign  lands, 

And  every  friend's  hearth  was  his  hearth, 
And  every  friend  two  outstretched  hands. 

Was  Death  his  friend,  too  ?  . . .  That  may  be — 

Death  welcomed  him  so  tenderly  ! 


THE  OLD  CLOCK 

YES,  but  'tis  true,  Monsieur — the  old  clock's  stopped  ! 

Last  time  it  talked  to  me,  it  smiled  (I  thought), 

Ten  minutes  before  two  ! 

(The  post  was  due  at  two  o'clock.) 

We  heard  a  knock  .  .  . 

And  then  the  Postman  smiled,  too,  when  he  brought 

The  Letter :  (could  he  know  'twas  shrapnel,  dropped 

Death's  seal  upon  it  ?)  .  .  .  How  the  Postscript  whirled  ! 

When  next  I  saw  our  clock — is  it  days  or  years  now  ? — 

There  was  that  mute-struck  stare, 

It's  heart  stopped  !     One  would  swear 

These  old  clocks  know  when  young  lives  go. 

Ah  !  well !      There's  none  to  heed  my  lonely  tears  now — 

Only  more  silence  in  my  vacant  world." 
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WAR 

RIPPED  red  with  wounds, 
Aghast  at  sounds, 
Where  screaming  loud 
From  loaded  cloud 
Death  drips  hot  rain 
Of  pain  .  .  . 

(Strange  manna  from  above 
Dear  God  of  Love  !) 
Is  this  Your  world — 
These  Yours,  who  hurled 
Their  hissing  hate  ? 

Or,  do  you  wait, 
Face-hidden,  till  the  breath 
Of  fevered  lands  fails  ?  (Death, 
Grimly  fanatical, 
Cold,  automatical, 
Moving  meantime  ?) 
God,  from  the  slime 
Of  slaughtered  Earth, 
Give  Love  new  birth  ! — 
Ere  lust  in  winged  guise 
Pollute  your  very  skies. 


SONG  OF  NOVEMBER 

AH  !     November  !     Cease  your  sighing 
Now  that  Summer's  self  has  fled 

From  the  glories  that  are  dying 
And  the  gladness  that  is  dead  ! 

Cease  your  harlequin-unmasking 
At  the  death-dance  of  the  leaves, 

Dinning  in  our  ears  unasking 
How  their  gaiety  deceives  ! 

Summer's  pride  is  plucked,  and  tattered- 
In  your  embers  dies  her  flame, 

And  your  vandal  winds  have  scattered 
Every  echo  of  her  name. 

Yet,  November,  cease  your  clamour, 
For  your  moment,  too,  is  brief  ; 

And  not  all  midsummer's  glamour 
Hid  the  looming  of  your  grief. 

You  were  part  of  Summer's  message, 
And  you  bittered  her  sweet  breath, 

With  inevitable  presage 

Of  the  dawning  of  her  death. 

While  the  sunlit  hours  we  squandered, 
While  thro'  lovelit  hours  we  dreamed, 

Like  a  ghost  your  shadow  wandered 
'Till  a  shadow  Beauty  seemed. 

By  what  irony,  November, 

Must  we  love  you,  weazened  sprite  ? 
Can  it  be  that  we  remember 

You  were  Beauty's  satellite  ? — 

Or,  Pretender,  that  your  thunder 
And  your  boasting  cannot  hide 

The  ultimate  white  wonder 
Of  triumphant  Christmastide  ? 
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TWO  TRIOLETS 
I 

I  TRY  not  to  forget 

What  the  long  years  have  taught  me — 

The  pain,  the  regret 

I  try  not  to  forget  .  .  . 

For  allurement  clings  yet 

To  these  gifts  that  Love  brought  me  : 

(I  try  not  to  forget 

What  the  long  years  have  taught  me). 


ii 


Like  an  afternoon  breeze 
On  a  midsummer's  day, 
Love  laughed  thro'  the  trees 
Like  an  afternoon  breeze. 
Just  pausing  to  tease 
Before  flitting  away — 
Like  an  afternoon  breeze 
On  a  midsummer's  day. 


RONDEAU 

ON    SUNNY    DAYS 

ON  sunny  days  in  early  Spring 
When  robins  first  were  on  the  wing 

And  the  flushed  face  of  Nature  wore 

A  look  that  never  was  of  yore, 
Such  gladness  glowed  in  every  thing  ! 
Who  cared  what  Autumn  winds  might  bring  ? 
There  were  Two  who  were  wandering, 

And  when  One  sang,  the  birds  forbore, 
On  sunny  days  .  .  . 

But  then,  Fate  pulled  her  careless  string 

And  sent  her  puppets  scattering — 

And  Springtime,  blooming  at  the  door, 
Must  wonder  why  One  walks  no  more, 

And  why  One  weeps  when  small  birds  sing 
On  sunny  days  .  .  . 


THE  FALSE  CONFESSOR 

BETWEEN  the  midnight  and  the  morn, 
When  Earth  confessed  unto  the  Sea 
Sins  that  have  been  and  are  to  be, 
Old  jealousies,  and  crimes  unborn — 
What  whispered  tales  of  lives  outworn 
Were  lifted  on  the  breeze  to  me, 
Between  the  midnight  and  the  morn, 
When  Earth  confessed  unto  the  Sea  ! 
But  suddenly  Earth  ceased  in  scorn, 
The  Sea  fled  moaning  guiltily — 
For  drowned  men  told  its  treachery  ; 
And  love  walked,  widowed  and  forlorn, 
Between  the  midnight  and  the  morn. 


73 


BALLADE  OF  THE  MORNING  NEWSPAPER 


THEY  say  that  in  the  olden  days, 

Before  the  era  of  Park  Row, 
Some  things  were  hid  from  public  gaze. 

Then,  only  the  elect  might  know 

When  kings  went  forth  incognito  ; 
Then,  news  was  writ  on  parchment  scrolls — 

But  now  'tis  brought  to  friend  and  foe, 
Served  with  the  coffee  and  the  rolls. 

II 

No  longer  sound  the  minstrels'  lays 

Nor  rings  the  criers'  loud  Hallo  ! 
Prolific-penned  reporters  raise 

Two  stories  where  none  used  to  grow. 

Gossip  from  France  to  Mexico 
He  reads  who  runs  (or  merely  strolls) 

And  tastes  the  cream  of  the  passing  show, 
Served  with  the  coffee  and  the  rolls. 

in 

What  scenes  unfold,  packed  phrase  on  phrase  ; 

What  queer  romances,  row  on  row  ! 
Crimes,  scandals,  politics  and  plays, 

Pink  teas,  an  Empire's  overthrow  ! 

Such  swarms  of  interests,  high  and  low, 
Such  tangles  of  a  myriad  souls, 

Such  deeds,  such  deaths,  such  hearts  aglow — 
Served  with  the  coffee  and  the  rolls  ! 

ENVOI 

Prints  ? — 'tis  a  whole  world's  overflow 

We  dip  in  with  the  fingerbowls  ; 
What's  life  ? — a  paragraph  or  so 

Served  with  the  coffee  and  the  rolls  ! 
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FORGET-ME-NOT 

FORGET-ME-NOT,  among  the  show 
Of  blooms  that  in  my  garden  grow  ; 
Among  them  all,  you  only  rise 
To  beckon  me  with  young  blue  eyes 
That  seem  to  dance  when  breezes  blow. 

And  I  must  pause  before  I  go, 
To  muse  on  one  I  used  to  know, 
Whose  glance  took  colour  from  the  skies — 
Forget-me-not ! 

She  left  me  lonely  long  ago  ; 

The  years  pass  (and  the  years  are  slow) 

But  Love  has  taught  me  to  be  wise  ; 

The  dream  lives  tho'  the  loved  one  dies, 

And  murmurs — "  Friend,  you  loved  me !    So, 

Forget-me-not !  " 
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VILLANELLE 

THE  world  is  a  transfigured  place, 

And  Heaven  glows  and  lingers  there — 
When  Love  looks  from  the  loved-one's  face. 

Of  Winter  ravage  not  a  trace, 

Spring  blossoms  hide  boughs  that  were  ban 
The  world  is  a  transfigured  place  ! 

The  sunlight  warms  in  his  embrace, 
The  shadows  soften  in  his  hair — 
When  Love  looks  from  the  loved-one's  face. 

When,  pillowed  smooth  in  fragrant  lace, 

The  loved-one  lies,  so  rosy-fair, 
The  world  is  a  transfigured  place  ! 

Tis  but  the  charm  of  an  infant's  grace, 

Yet  the  sadness  fades  of  days  that  were  ; 
The  world  is  a  transfigured  place, 
When  Love  looks  from  the  loved-one's  face  ! 


LULLABY 

O  MOTHERBIRD-DAY  has  flown  off  to  the  West, 
And  dropped  a  gray  feather  for  Babydusk's  nest ; 
The  sound  of  those  wings  is  the  sound  I  love  best, 
(Little  dark  head,  do  you  hear  ?). 

The  Shadowpool  closes  its  sleepy  gray  eye, 
The  garden  breathes  "  Hush"  when  the  whip-poor- wills  cry, 
And  old  Granny  Moon's  tucking  clouds  round  the  sky, — 
(Little  dark  head,  nestle  near). 

Little  dark  head,  with  its  rumpled  crest, 
Fragrant  small  flower,  so  warm  on  my  breast, 
Rest,  rest,  rest,  rest ! 

Dark  little  head,  so  dear. 
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CIRCUMSTANCE 

(RONDEAU) 

HE  had  no  chance — life  passed  him  by 

Without  a  glance,  with  scarce  a  sigh, 

For  life  was  young,  and  he  was  old, 

And  such  as  he  must  bear  the  cold 

And  breast  the  winds  when  storms  blow  high. 

None  heard  him,  for  he  raised  no  cry, 
None  loved  him — sad  was  he  and  shy. 
And  tho'  his  dreams  were  great  and  bold, 
He  had  no  chance. 

One  of  the  mute  minority, 

A  bit  of  earth  beneath  the  sky 

Sufficeth  evermore  to  hold 

One  whose  best  thoughts  were  left  untold, 

One  whose  best  deed  was  but  to  die  ; 

He  had  no  chance  . 


THE  DAYTIME   BOY 

No,  sir,  it  ain't  that  I  ain't  brave  ! 

Why,  all  day  long,  I  just  behave 

Like  some  of  those  there  heroes — like 

"  Slick  Sam,"  or  "  Gentlemanly  Mike  "  !— 

I  shoot,  and  scrap,  and  sometimes,  too, 

I  kiss  that  next-door  girl,  I  do  ! 

And  how  I  laugh  at  other  boys 

What  just  sets  'round  and  fools  with  toys  ! 

THEY're  aU  a-scared  to  death  of  ME  ! 

Oh,  Life's  a  cinch  all  day  !     But  gee  ! — 

Then  night  time  comes,  and  lights  are  low, 

And  spooky  shadows  come  and  go.  ... 

No — 'tain't  that  I'm  a-scared  .  .  .  And  say  ! 

That  ain't  the  point,  sir,  anyway. 

But  just  YOU  go  upstairs  alone, 

And  listen  to  them  Spookses  moan  ! 

A  sorter  kinder  holler  sound 

What  roots  you  firmly  to  the  ground 

(The  bed,  that  is) — and  just  you  wait ! 

SOME  day  I'll  sure  be  someone  great ! 

You  bet.     And  when  I'm  President 

I'll  have  a  Procklimation  sent 

To  Parents — and  especially  mine — 

What  puts  lights  out  at  half-past  nine. 

And  if  they  dare  to  disobey 

My  orders  to  keep  night  like  day, 

I'll  have  'em  sent  upstairs  to  bed, 

To  set  alone  in  fear  and  dread, 

And  make  no  sound,  and  have  no  light, 

And  hear  the  watches  of  the  night 

A-ticking  all  around,  until 

Their  hair  stands  up  agin  their  will  ; 

And  when  they  hear  them  Spookses 

WHOO-00-OO-OO  ! 
They'll  weep  to  think  what  I'VE  went  through  ! 
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THE  UNSUNG  SONG 

You  led  me  while  the  days  bloomed  long 
To  heights  whence  Love  looked  down  and  laughed 

Upon  the  world's  forgotten  throng, 

And  while  my  lips  the  sweet  air  quaffed 

You  bent  and  asked  me  for  a  song. 

And  I  said,  "  See  on  yonder  height 

A  bird  half-faltering  on  the  wing, 
A  dull  brown  bird  unused  to  flight, 

And  half -dazed  with  his  pilgriming 
Where  sunrays  stun  the  soul  with  light 

'  Not  he  the  lark  who  dares  to  fling 

In  heaven's  own  face  his  rhapsodies, 
But  only  some  shy  chirping  thing, 

Who  home  again  amongst  the  trees 
Still  hovers  mute  and  wondering. 

Thus  I,  when  Love's  dear  brow  you  bend 

So  close  to  mine,  how  can  I  praise  ? 
I  can  but  pray  the  gods  may  send 

A  miracle  to  set  such  days 
To  music  throbbing  without  end, 

To  echo  down  the  world,  and  leave 

A  wake  of  rhythm  in  the  air 
As  tho'  some  ship  of  song  would  cleave 

The  sea  of  silence  spreading  there— 
A  hymn  that  Orpheus'  lute  might  weave." 

(But  I  shall  find  a  far-off  bower, 

Where  beauty  lingers,  and  a  grove 
Lit  by  a  small  untelling  flower— 

And  only  the  near  leaves  shall  move, 
To  hear  me  whisper  of  this  hour.) 
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THE  HUMBLE  UNDERTAKER 

TO-DAY  I  saw  an  humble  undertaker 

Sighing  with  satisfaction  :  Life,  said  he, 

Had  many  blessings,  and  though  some  complained 

He  was  content :  (it  was  a  sickly  Spring). 

He  pushed  a  table  forward  in  the  room — 

That  served  its  double  destiny  so  well — 

Took  from  a  near-by  cupboard  meats  and  wines 

And  called  his  fattening  family  to  see 

The  festive  decorations  he  had  made 

From  filched  funereal  flowers  of  the  day — 

And  then  all  drank  and  praised  the  works  of  God, 

Rejoicing  that  foul  weather  seemed  to  hold.  .  .  . 
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ATLANTIC  CITY 


THE   CHAIR   PUSHER 

ODD  human  fish  that  swim  a  wooden  shore, 

White,  black,  young,  old,  with  flaunting  rags  for  fins, 

And  shuffling  endlessly  along  the  tide, 

Yours  is  the  power  behind  Wealth's  plushy  throne, 

And  yours  the  useful  ugliness  that  shields 

Beauty  from  shrivelling  blasts  .  .  .  Yours  the  bent  head 

And  yours  the  dull  wide  eye,  whilst  youth  and  joy, 

Warm-gloved  and  languid,  take  their  ambient  ease. 

Odd  human  fish — fate  plays  your  hungry  need 

And  dangles  silver  bait  at  you  like  flies. 


II 

FORTUNE  TELLERS 

Old  magic's  in  the  salt  air,  for  you  ply 
Your  ancient  trade,  eternal  women,  decked 
In  gypsy  motley,  and  you  lurk  for  prey 
In  murky  doorways,  coaxing  credulous  gold.  . 
And  still  you  mutter  dusty  runes,  and  dole 
Out  destiny,  like  cheap  and  transient  coin 
Soiled  with  much  handling,  odorous,  unclean. 
Luck  and  long  life  seem  common  enough  stuff, 
And  love  drips  tainted  from  your  greasy  lips  . 
A  slattern,  smelling  sourly  of  gin. 
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Ill 

THE   UNBUILT  HOTEL 

A  heap  of  bricks  and  rows  of  straggling  logs 
(Like  soldiers  slouching  forward  after  drill) — 
These  mark  the  boundaries  where  soon  shall  gleam 
A  sea-born  palace.     Here  shall  corridors 
Unending  wind,  and  there  shall  columns  spring, 
Of  marble,  porphyry,  and  bronze,  more  fine 
Than  treasure  plundered  from  Assyrian  tombs. 
Here,  where  the  breezes  lilt,  great  multitudes 
Shall  dance  to  measured  clamours  well  content. 
And  Tragedy  perchance  shall  stalk  and  kill, 
And  love  weep  tears,  and  slaves  unborn  shall  serve 
New  wealths,  and  swarm  within  electric  noons 
Like  pollened  bees — but  now  the  red-eyed  sun 
Beats  brassy  cymbals  where  the  wrinkled  sands 
Fret  not  with  futile  wonderings  the  sea. 


THE  .ESTHETIC  FLY 


I  GRANT  you,  Life  is  brief/'  he  droned,  and  paused 
To  flick  a  dust-mote  from  one  slender  thigh  ; 
Then,  posing  where  the  sun  could  tint  his  wings  : 
"  And  yet,  I've  drained  it  to  the  very  dregs, 
Tasting  of  all  its  treasures,  sipping  wines 
Of  sweetest  vintage,  kissing  luscious  lips 
More  soft  than  mellowing  butter  ;  and  of  foods 
I've  kept  my  sugar-eye  keen  for  the  Best ! 


"  And  as  for  Art,  I  know  it  upside  down  : 
The  skin  of  bronzes  and  the  breath  of  paint, 
Dry  tapestries,  and  labyrinthine  woods, 
Huge  furniture,  and  slippery  porcelains  ; 
I  trod  the  very  atmosphere  of  Art 
Where  I  was  bred  and  hatched  :  (a  heritage 
From  my  ancestors — one  of  the  First  Broods 
Of  early  settlers,  dating  back  five  Springs). 
A  privileged  race,  mine.  .  .  .  (How  the  enemy  raged 
To  find  us  in  possession,  that  hot  noon  !) 


Then,  Literature  I've  touched  at  countless  points  ; 

The  library  was  mine  as  much  as  His — 

(The  bindings  not  precisely  to  my  taste 

Still,  food  for  thought,  and  excellent  exercise). 

Science  I've  dabbled  in  as  well — in  fact, 

There's  scarce  a  germ  I've  not  absorbed,  nor  microbe 

That's  baffled  my  researches  ...  As  for  Love — 

My  youth  was  surfeited,  and  middle-age 

Finds  me  well- widowed,  fairly  family-free — 

Those  fussy  females  bored  me,  one  and  all, 

With  their  eternal  buzzings  of  the  war 

Waged  on  their  offspring  !  .  .  .  Life's  been  long  enough 

When  the  dull  minutes  yield  one  no  new  loves, 

New  drinks,  new  arts,  and  no  new  jams  ! 


"  I  yearn  for  future  worlds  where  honey  flows, 

Thick,  multi-flavoured,  and  innocuous  ; 

Warm,  subtly-syrupy,  rich-smelling  worlds  ! 

And  this  I  vow  :  rather  than  let  old  age 

Subdue  and  quench  my  iridescent  gleam, 

Freeze  my  slim  instep,  dull  my  palate's  edge, 

I  shall  die  grandly,  as  befits  my  birth, 

Climbing  the  sky  to  perish  in  the  Sun, 

Or,  poised  in  prayer  upon  the  golden  brink 

Of  some  deep  wine —    "  (his  speech  shrilled  suddenly. 

There  was  mere  nothingness  where  he  had  been). 

I  started,  as  from  sleep,  in  time  to  glimpse 
A  gawky  serving-maid  fling  from  her  broom 
Some  Particles  that  were  eleven  flies. 


OMARTYRDOM 

THE  Soul  sits  musing  in  her  Citadel 

And  many  wondrous  Dreams  come  there  to  dwell, 

Until — until  a  Voice  calls  from  afar, 

"  Awake  !    Arise  !     Didst  hear  the  Breakfast  bell  ?  ' 

Myself  long  since,  in  Youth's  impetuous  Prime, 
Did  woo  the  Muse  in  many  a  frenzied  Rhyme — 
And  ever,  at  mine  Ecstasy's  midheight, 
One  cried,  "  Why  tarriest  thou  ? — 'tis  Dinner  time  ! 

O  Inspiration,  'neath  thy  shadowy  Wing 
What  Miracles  may  lurk,  what  songs  to  sing  ; 
Shall  Modern  Mortal  guess  ?     I  ventured,  once, 
But  then,  but  then,  the  Telephone  did  ring. 
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SKETCHES 

ROUTINE 

MIDNIGHT  eating,  midday  sleeping, 

Hurried  sipping,  kissing,  dressing, 

Telephoning,  flesh-downkeeping 

(Diet's  curse  and  blessing) — 

Horse  and  motor,  yawning  Sundays  ; 

Theatre,  tango,  mooning  Mondays ; 

Gossip,  fittings,  music,  tea, 

Market,  shops,  committee-meeting, 

Bridge,  bazaars  for  charity  .  .  . 

Ah,  but  city  time  is  fleeting  ! 

City  women  tread  the  sand 

Scattered  from  the  hour-glass — 

And  the  city  fathers  sift 

Little  gold  grains  as  they  stand 

On  the  shifty  precipice — 

While  nightly  moths  behold  the  winking  eyes 

Of  tawdry  lamps,  and  dream  of  Paradise. 


THE   SWEPT  ROOM 

Where  is  my  dead  young  song, 
The  one  my  sorrows  made  ? 
At  birth  'twas  overlaid  ; 
Life  came  and  drew  the  shade, 

Then  came  the  Throng  .  .  . 

Somewhere  it  sleeps  in  gloom — 
But  I,  who  am  grown  blind 
From  glare,  I  merely  find 
Blank  windows  and  the  wind, 

And  a  swept  room. 


TWO  SONGS 


I  WAS  a  desert 

Forgot  of  all  the  winds  : 

Empty  was  the  horizon,  as  my  heart. 

Yesterday  came  the  Sirocco, 

The  wildness  of  the  whirling  world 

Sang  through  my  being.  .  .  . 

See  where  now  I  am  many-wounded 

By  sharp  naked  rocks, 

And  how  I  am  stretched  white 

To  the  last  star-beam, 

With  grinning  bones 

Spat  from  ten  thousand  buried  years  ! 


II 


I  was  the  blue  soft  lip 

Of  a  small  violet 

That  drooped  for  want  of  rain.  .  .  . 

Look  at  me  swiftly  ere  I  am  drowned 

For  love  of  my  lover  the  rain.  .  .  . 


88 


THE  TROUBADOUR 

A    MEDIAEVAL    INCIDENT 
SCENE    I 


[SETTING  :  A  street  of  Toulon  on  the  Mediterranean  Coast,  at 
the  hour  of  midnight  in  the  year  A.D.  1250.  As  the 
curtain  rises,  RAYMOND  DE  LA  VRILLIERE,  a  young 
courtier,  is  discovered  halting  at  the  gate  of  a  deserted 
castle.} 


RAYMOND : 
The  gateway's  here  :   I'll  mark  the  spot.     'Tis  dim  .  .  . 

[He  sets  down  his  lantern  and  peers  anxiously  into 

the  drizzling  darkness.] 

The  Duke's  feast  is  at  merriest,  this  hour.     No  whim 
Could  thus  allure  me  from  such  lights — such  lips — 
To  shiver  here,  the  while  my  lantern  drips, 
More  damply  than  my  lady's  eye,  with  tears  .  .  . 
She  vowed  'twas  but  a  whim — the  jade  !     Her  fears 
Yellowed  her  blushes.     (Zounds  !     A  whimsy  trick 
Indeed,  to  quit  her  in  the  very  nick, 
Of  a  confession  !)     Nay — but  I  shall  say 
Upon  the  morrow,  "  Sweet,  Love's  self  would  play 
The  truant  thus,  for  sake  of  Love's  brave  knight  ..." 
But  she'd  construe  me  thus  :    "'  What,  fool,  leave  light 
And  fashion,  and  this  face — forsooth,  to  lend 
Grace  to  a  Troubadour,  a  love-sick  friend  ?  " 
Rare  jest  she'll  deem  it  !     Yet  I  can  endure 
My  love's  displeasure,  when  my  friend's  secure  .  .  . 

[A  tall,  slim  figure  emerges  and  stands  silhouetted 

in  the  lantern's  arc.] 

Ah,  Francois  !     Thou,  at  last !     Sweet  lad,  dost  prowl 
Thro'  dark  unlighted,  like  a  great  grey  owl  ? 
Or  do  I  spy  a  lantern  in  the  fold 
Of  that  wide  cloak  ?     Nay,  shielded  from  the  cold, 
'Tis  thy  lute  lights  thee. — Lute  !     I  hail  thee  !     Star 
Clearer  than  moon,  with  beams  that  travel  far — 
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An  hour  agone,  throughout  the  din,  I  heard 

Thy  signal  pierce,  and  with  but  one  quick  word 

In  Madame  Blanche's  disbelieving  ear 

I  fled  the  Palace  feast,  to  greet  thee  here. 

Ah,  Frangois,  prince  of  poets  !     How  in  vain 

Mine  ears  have  hearkened  for  thy  lute's  refrain 

Betokening  thy  nearness  !     When  it  gleamed 

To-night,  that  beacon,  faith  !  methought  I  dreamed  .  .  . 

But  speak,  my  Francois,  speak,  or  I  shall  swear 

Thou  art  in  truth  the  'bodiment  of  dream — so  spare, 

So  silent  art  thou  !     There's  an  inn  removed 

Anear  the  Quay,  whose  cellar  I've  well  proved 

In  many  an  evening's  revel.     Come,  arouse 

Thee  !     We  must  warm  those  pallid  brows 

Of  thine.     We'll  hie  us  from  this  dismal  lane 

And  drink  "  To  Joy,  that  veils  the  face  of  Pain  "— 

Thine  ancient  pledge.     What,  Frangois,  not  a  word, 

One  little  word,  for  Raymond  ?     Have  I  erred 

In  pelting  thee  with  prattle  ?     Then,  forgive 

Thy  Raymond,  plague  upon  him  ! — (As  I  live, 

This  tongue  of  mine's  still  'prentice  in  the  art 

Of  trimming  to  clipt  speech  mine  unkempt  heart) — 

Forgive  ! — But  oh  !  do  not,  I  prithee,  kill 

Me  with  thy  silence,  as  thy  look  doth  still 

Mine  unborn  questioning  !     'Tis  plain,  that  yet 

The  years  have  healed  thee  not :  the  old  regret 

Speaketh  within  thine  eyes.     Saints  !  thou  hast  had 

Such  griefs  as  drive  men  mad.  .  . 

FRAN90IS 

(Dreamily)  : 
Nay,  friend,  not  mad, 

For  madness  were  the  mind's  forgetfulness  ; 
The  scar  upon  the  wound  of  love's  caress. 

[Looking  upward  toward  a  window  of  the  house,  he 

lifts  his  covered  lute  and  murmurs]  : 
Methinks  that  thou,  O  muted  instrument 
And  voice  of  Love,  recall' st  when  last  we  spent 
Our  songs'  coin  here  :  rememberest,  how  She  leaned 
From  out  yon  casement  ?     I  next  instant  gleaned 
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A  crimson  rose  and  "  Brava,  Monsieur  !  "  She 

Flung  thro'  the  dark  a  flower — an  ecstasy  !— 

Then,  as  the  blossom  perished  on  my  lips 

Her  sudden  mood  changed. — Like  two  flashing  whips 

Her  eyes  did  scourge — and  yet,  She  tossed  the  rose  .  .  . 

Perchance  had  I  but  dared  then,  ah,  who  knows  ? 

[He  lets  the  lute  swing  to  his  side,  and  remains  staring 
up  at  the  window,   RAYMOND,   watching  him 
concernedly, begins  to  shiver  in  the  raw  wind  which 
has  sprung  up  after  the  rain.     FRANCOIS  starts 
from  his  trance  and  seeing  RAYMOND'S  brocaded 
silken  cape  flying  from  his  shoulders  instantly 
doffs  his  cloak  and  wraps  it  about  his  friend.'] 
What,  Raymond,  my  dear  lad  !  thou  shak'st  with  cold  ! 
Keep  thou  this  cloak — 'tis  scant,  yet  canst  thou  fold 
It  twice  about  the  chest,  thus.  .  .  . 

RAYMOND : 
Prithee,  spare 
My  protestation. 

FRAN9OIS  : 

Nay,  must  have  a  care 

I  tell  thee,  in  the  wind  !     F  faith,  'tis  chill 

{Glancing  at  window.] 
This  place  !  .  .  . 

RAYMOND 

[Fastening  cloak  again  around  FRANCOIS]  : 
It  is,  O  stubborn  one  ! — and  still 
Thou  lingerest  until  canst  scarcely  speak 
For  coughing  !     Come,  let  us  now  wisely  seek 
My  lodgment.     'Tis  at  hand  and  none  shall  know 
Thy  presence  an'  thou  wish  not. 

(Coaxingly)  : 
Come  ? 

FRANCOIS  : 
I'll  go. 

[As  he  turns  to  follow  RAYMOND,  he  stumbles  wearily 
against  the  grilled  gate,  snapping  a  string  of 
the  lute.] 


SCENE  II 

[A  sumptuous  room  facing  the  shore  of  the  Mediterranean. 
On  a  magnificent  oaken  dresser  a  thick  candle  flickers 
in  the  rapidly  onrushing  dawn.  On  a  tapestried  couch 
FRANCOIS  sleeps  uneasily,  RAYMOND  sitting  near  him.] 

RAYMOND 
(Musingly)  : 

He  sleeps,  and  in  a  fevered  dream  he  strays. 
And  as  I  note  that  aging  brow,  and  gaze 
Upon  that  wasted  frame,  I  know  they  hide 
A  soul  most  tender  and  most  sorely  tried. 
I  could  have  sworn  till  now  that  Love's  name  held 
Few  meanings  hid  from  me,  for  I  had  spelled 
The  courtiers'  primer,  proven  all  its  rules, 
Mastered  its  keywords — mastered  ?     Nay,  thus  fools 
Boast — sots  !  unworthy  of  the  thrall 
Love  binds  Love's  Kings  with  ! — He  hath  taught  me  all ! 
Unwittingly  he  taught  me,  when  he  spake 
Of  his  Belov'd  and  how  for  Her  sweet  sake 
And  that  She  had  forbade  him  to  proclaim 
His  love  (for  She  was  wedded,  hapless  dame  ! ), 
He  durst  not  follow  Her  to  Algiery 
But  wandered,  after  She  set  sail,  thro'  three 
Domains  ;  nor  ever  sang  lest  in  his  song 
His  secret  burst.     Gods  !  he  did  yearn  so  long 
For  tidings  of  Her  that  when  none  did  come 
He  crept  back  starving,  yet  his  grief  was  dumb 
Until,  this  night,  a-fevered  of  his  sorrow, 
He  raved  the  tale  to  me.     Now  see,  the  morrow 
Like  angels'  smiles  o'er  all  the  ocean  breaketh, 
May  peace  descend  on  him  when  he  awaketh ! 
A  foolish  prayer,  since  peace  hath  fled  with  Her 
To  Algiery.     The  Court  Astrologer 
A  fortnight  gone  spake  a  strange  prophecy 
Which  now  doth  tease  my  thought  unceasingly 
With  hid  intent :    "  There  cometh  one/'  quoth  he, 
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''  Upon  a  quest,  yet  seeketh  silently, 

An  so  he  find,  then  do  the  stars  say  true, 

An  so  he  find,  then  he  and  ye  shall  rue."- 

Thus  ran  the  oracle,  and  as  I  ponder 

Fain  must  my  fears  illumine  my  dark  wonder.  .  .  . 

Lo,  he  awaketh  .  .  . 

[Bending  over] 

FRANCOIS 

(Hoarsely  and  feverishly)  : 
Yea,  it  was  a  dream, 

Again  a  dream  !  .  .  .  But  hark  !     In  truth  I  seem 
To  hear  Her  words,  Her  voice  !     Dear  God  !  to  taste 
The  very  perfume  of  Her  breath  !     Haste,  haste, 
I  must  away,  the  ship  draws  near  the  shore  ! 
She  saith  a  ship — the  ship  that  did  of  yore 
Bear  Her  to  Algiery — await eth  here.  .  .  . 
Oh,  I  shall  see  thy  face,  my  dove,  my  dear  ! — 
Tis  come  at  last,  that  message.     Alas  !  now 
Joy  find  me  weakling — dazed, 

[He  walks  shakily  to  the  window  but  falls  exhausted.] 
But  thou,  but  thou, 

My  Raymond,  witness  be. — O  blessed  day.  .  .  . 
Dost  think  She'll  like  my  singing  now  ?     Delay 
Me  not ! — Yet  wait !  my  thirsty  lute  doth  pray 
To  drink  this  moment. 

[He  steadies  himself  at  the  open  window  and  tremul- 
ously sings]  : 
"  Bel  amour,  bel  amour, 
The  grape  clings  to  the  vine, 
Troubadour,  troubadour, 
Life  of  life  is  thine  : 

To  mellow  like  the  grape  thro'  storm  and  shine, 
Then,  then  to  pour 

Thy  soul  into  one  song  more  warm  than  wine  ; 
Thy  heart  into  one  melody  divine — 
Why,  why  ask  more  ?  " 

[As  he  ceases  singing  the  snapped  lute-string  disturbs 
him  with  its  dissonance.  He  sways,  RAYMOND 
catches  him.} 
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FRANCOIS 
(Feebly)  : 

Hush  1    Why,  thou  weepest,  lad.     Come,  thou  shalt  lead 
Me  shoreward,  She  shall  wait  not !  Let  us  speed. 

RAYMOND 

(Entreatingly)  : 

Stay,  prithee,  my  sweet  minstrel,  here,  whilst  I 
Upon  thine  errand  to  the  master  hie 
Of  yon  ship.     Verily  shalt  thou  embark 
For  Algiery  ere  this  pale  sky  grow  dark.  .  .  . 

(Impulsively)  : 
I'll  stake  my  purse  upon  it. 

FRANCOIS 

[Leaping  to  his  feet  with  a  sudden  rush  of  compre- 
hension] : 
Cease,  I  say  ! 

Knave,  wouldst  deceive  me,  mock  my  humour,  play 
Upon  my  drowsy  spirits  ? 

(Calming)  : 
Nay,  'twas  meant 

For  kindness.     Now,  my  fires  all  are  spent. 
Arise — forgive — all's  well.     I  flame  and  flare 
Like  a  blown  candle  !     Come,  the  air — the  air  ! 
See,  how  thy  Frangois  groweth  again  strong  ! 
He  can  confront  the  Sea  that  did  him  wrong. 
He  can  confront  the  Sea — the  ships  that  ride 
At  anchor  in  the  blue  curve  of  the  tide. 
Look,  Raymond  !     There's  one  ship  that  draweth  near  : 
Thou  canst  discern  her  mariners — canst  hear 
Their  shouts  high  in  the  mastheads.     There's  a  sphinx 
Carven  upon  her  prow — like  to  a  lynx 
Crouching.     She  hath  a  look  meseems  I  know.  .  .  . 
God  !     Am  I  mad  indeed,  and  do  my  slow 
Wits  fail  me  quite  ?     Nay — look,  from  bow  to  keel 
She  casts  a  shadow.     I  see  men  who  kneel.  .  .  . 
God  !     'Tis  no  dream — and  well  I  know  thee  now 
Mine  ancient  enemy  whose  sphinx-eyed  brow 
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Now  smileth.     O  my  ship,  ship  unsurpassed, 
Thou  bringest  my  Beloved,  at  last,  at  last.  .  .  . 

[He  rushes  to  the  street,  the  lute  falls  from  his  hand 
and  is  shattered.  At  the  end  of  the  garden  he 
dizzily  clutches  his  breast  and  falls  dead.  RAY- 
MOND kneels  beside  him.  The  street  suddenly 
is  thronged ;  there  is  a  beating  of  drums  as 
a  gold  and  purple  catafalque  from  the  ship  is 
slowly  borne  past.  The  bystanders  uncover 
respectfully,  crossing  themselves.  The  mourners 
pass  on,  RAYMOND,  placing  the  splintered  lute 
in  FRANCOIS'  folded  hands,  remains  kneeling.] 

RAYMOND 
(Tenderly)  : 

Love's  voice  this  day  is  dead — love's  heart  is  triply  broken  ; 
Now  ended  is  the  quest — thus  the  wise  stars  have  spoken. 

[The  sound  of  an  awakened  city  increases  in  the 
distance.  From  afar  a  faint  echo  of  a  dirge 
as  the  curtain  falls.] 


THE  END 
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